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The T ragedie of Hamlet 

No trauiler refurnes, puzzels the will, "' u 
And makes vs rather beare thofc ills we haue, 

Then flie to others that we know not of. 

Thus confcience doaes makfc cowards, 
Andthusthenatiuehiewofrefolution 
Is fickled ore with the pale cart of thought, 

And enterprifes of great pitch and moment. 

With this regard theyr currents fume awry. 

And loofe the name of aftion. Soft you now. 

The faire Ophelia, Nimph in thy orizons 
Be all my finnes remembred. 

Oph. Good my Lord, 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you well, 

Oph. My Lord, I haue remembrances of your* 

That I haue longed lbng-to redeliuer, 

1 pray you now receiue them: 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you ought; 

Oph , My honor’d Lord, you know right well you did. 

And with them words of fo fweet breath compofd 
As madethefe things more rich, their perfume loll, 

T ake thefe againe, for to the noble mind 
B ich gifts wax poorc when giuers prooue viikind. 

There my Lord. f . 

Ham. Ha, ha, areyouhohefh 
Oph. My Lord; 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Oph. What meanes your Lordfoip ? 

Ham. That if you be honcflSc faire, you fhoufd admit 
no difeourfe to your beautic. 

Oph. Could beauty my Lord haue better comerfe 
Then with honeftic i 
H.tm. I truly, for the power ofbeautiewill fooner transform* li. 
nefliefrom what it is toabawde, then the force of honeftie can trar. 
late beautie info bis likenes, this was fpmetime a paradox, but nowt 
time giues it proofe , 1 did loue you once; 

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made roc belieuefo. 

Ham. You fhould not haue beleeu’d me, for vertue cannot fb 
euocutat our old Hock, but wc (hall rclifh of it, I loued you not. 


■ 

r . 


tth iO 3Cp5 J f 

ri ow 



i 05 '{UttOU?* 

i2>q pqwflcT 


SET 


Prince of* J^enwAY^e* 

Of k . tltou be a breeder of fin- 

°fS£ honed, bn.ye. I could We me. of 
tiers, I am m > fe bct(er ni y Mother had not borne rnec : I am 

fuch thin§ ?^ ia uen ® e full, ambitious, with more offences at my beck, 

V Ee ifcu.h5 <o pur .hern in, imagination to glue them drape, 
lhc „ I haue tlron ^ ^ n , ou | d foci, fellovve, a, i do craulme be- 

“ ear^and hertuen, wee are arrant kttaue, beleeue Bone of »t. 

' waies ro a Monty. Where'syoo. farher ? 

° oph. At home my Lord. 

*i.^fb..hydo„. 

mmya’foole', for wife men known well enough »lat monftert yon 
make of them: to a Monty go., and quickly <o, farewell. 

£, “n^taTdTfy-parn-gs well enough , God bad, * 
face, and you make your felfer another, yoogtg&an,- 

TSwSo marriage, tbofe tha, are mattied already 
but one fli.ilUiue,die reft fitall keep as they are t lo a Nunry go. M 
Oph. O what a noble mind is heerc orethrownc . • 

The Courtiers, fouldiers, fchollers, eye, tongue, (word, 
Th’cxoeftation, and Rofe of the faire flate, 

The oiafle of fafhion, and the mould of forme, 

Th’obferu’d of all obferuers, quite quite downe, 

And I of Ladies mod deleft and wretched. 

That fuckt the honny of his mufickt vowes* 

Now lee what noble and meft foueraigne reafon 
Like fweet bells iangled out of time, and hailh, 

That vnmatcht forme, and feature of blowne youth 

Blaflcd with extacie, 6 woe is mee 

T’hauc feene what I haue fecnc, fee what 1 fee* 
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